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We willbeftow our fclues • read on this Booke 
That (how of fuch an exercifetnay colour * 

Your lowlineflejwe at e oft too blame in this, 

Tis too much prou’d, that with deuotions rifage 
And pious n&ion, we doe fuear ore 
The Dcuill himfelfe. 

King, O tis too true. 

How fmart a laiTi that fpeech doth giue my confcience ? 
I be harlots cheeke beautied with plaftring art 
Is not more vgly to the thing thathelps it, ’ 

Then is my deed to my mod painted words 
O heauy burthen : 

Enter Hamlet. 

Pol. I beare him comming, wi thdraw my Lord. 

xxn! m l T ° be >° L r , not to bc . ^at is the queftion. 
Whether tis nobler in the mind to fuffer 

The (lings and arrowes of outragious Fortune 
Or,to take armes againft a Sea of troubles * 

And by oppofing end them : To die to (leepe 
No more : and by a (leepe, to fay we end 

i. fln< J the thoufand naturall (bocks 

That fle(b is heire to j tis a confammation 
Deuoutlyjto bc wilbt to die to deep. 

To deep, perchance to dreame, I there’s the mb 
For in that deep of death what dreames may come ? 
When we haUelbufded off this roortall coyle 
Muft giue vs paufe, there’s the refpetft 
That makes calamity offo long life : 

For who would beare the whips and fcornes of time, 

. - ^ l b °PP refforS wrong, the proud mans contumely. 


t^nirPr -“"W* 1 - Lawcs dela 
The tnfolence of office, fnd the fpurnes 

Thst patient merit of th’vn worthy takes, 
l° hnniclfc might his quiet ta make 
With a bare bodkin ; who would fardels beare, 
T° grunt and fweat vndcra weary life? 

But that the dread offomething after death. 

The vndifeouer’d Countric, from whofc borne 


No 


Prince 0/D enniarke. 

Then die to others that we know not of. 

Thus confcience dooes make cowar , 

And thus the natiue hiew of reftdution 
Is Tickled ore with the pale cad of thought. 

And Enterprizes of great pitch and momt , 

VViththis regard theircurrents turne awry. 

And loofe the name of a&ion. Soft you now. 

The faire Ophelia, Nimph in thy Onzons 
Be all my fins remembred. 

Oohe. Good my Lord, ‘ 

Hovv dooes your honour for this many a day ? 

Ham. I humbly thanke you; well. 

(Wtf.MyLord I haue remembrances of yours 
That I haue longed long to re-deliucr, 

I pray you now rcceiue them. 

Ham. No, not I, I neuer gaue you ought- 

Ophc. My honor’d Lord, you know nght well you did. 

And with them words of fo fweet breath compofd 
As made thefe things more rich : their perfume lolt. 

Take thefeagaine, for to the noble mind 

Rich gifts wax poore when giuers proue vnkind. 

There my Lord. 

Ham , Ha, ha, are youhoneft. 

Ophe. My Lord. 

Ham. Are you faire? 

Ophe. What meanes your Lordfhip? , , „ 

Ham. That if you be honed and faire, you (bould admit no 
difeourfe to your beaucie» 

Ophe. Could beautie tny Lord haue better commerce 

Then with honefiy ? . c __ 

Ham. I truly, for the power of beautie will fooner transforme 

honeftie from what it is to a Baud, then the force of honefty can 
tranflate beautie in his likencffe , this was fometime a Paradoxe, 
but now the time giues it proofe, I did loue you once, 

Ophe. Indeed my Lord you made me belceuefo. 

Ham. You (hould not haue beleeu’d me,for venue cannot fo 


